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[ONE PENNY. 


8 ANOTHER POLAR EXPEDITION. 
5 Fired by the reported success of Dr. Nansen, my intrepid parent at once resolved upon discovering the South Pole, and with the assistance of the Royal 
“eographical Society, an expedition under his command was promptly organised. The utmost secrecy was observed, but somehow Mamma managed to get an 
tukling of what was going on, and arrived breathless, just as the gallant explorers were starting for the docks. A most pathetic scene ensued, and in the end 
Poor Papa reluctantly abandoned his cherished enterprise; sacrificing ambition, as he nobly remarked, upon the altar of domestic duty.” —Tootsis. 


SMILE TO.MORROW. 


_And—ah, ah, ah !—and when 
„ twied to mash me, I told 

48 nO vacancy for a 
in my establish- 
Be Not had, dae boy, eh? 
5 rt enough for one of those 
me papah chaps, eh?“ 


me a little attention when 


HAPPY, HAPPY HOME! 


Hubby (with biting irony), And VI thank you, madam, to pay 


speak, 


Spouse, I assure you, I am paying as little as I possibly can. 


“Made in Shermany?) Nin! 
nein! mine fortune — vat you 
call ‘oof’ —vas made in Eng- 


landt! Vat you tink!” 
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+2 


THEY'RE ALL AT IT. 


ONION SOUP. 


— 


ONION oer is a wonderful institution beloved by French 
soldiers, small farmers, and peasants generally. Persons 
who have had a drop too much over night are reeommended 
to take it. It is called the Drunkard's soe 

Farmer Rol lived, in 1884, in a little village among the 
mountains of Savoy. He was well to do, and had saved 
money. He was sixty-four yeara of age, and his wife was 
thirty-two. They had one child, and were said to live very 
a i y together. 

n 1883, a handsome young fellow, who had just finished 
his five years compulsory service in the army, came to cee 
them. His name was Cyrille Michelland. When on service 
he had distinguished himself by his brightness, quick wit, 
and intelligence. 

e and Madame Rol were not wholly unacquainted, and 
Farmer Rol took to him at once, and welcomed him like an 
old friend, installed him in the house, bade him consider 
himself one of the family, and even offered to find him the 
money to establish himself in the village. He was the best 
of company, and could lay his hand to anything. Among 
others, he made most excellent onion soup. 

Execpt on one notable occasion when the onion soup went 
arrong. That morning, Farmer Rol was going out very 
early into the fields, to see how his crops were getting on, 
and asked Michelland to kindly prepare hima basinful of the 
famous soup, at making which he was sucha good hand. When 


he came hack he found the basin and its contents awaiting him. 

On swallowing the first mouthful, Rol cried out.“ Nom d'un 
chien, how bitter it is!” To this Michelland replied, a moment 
afterwards, It's the burnt onions.” Deadly white and seemingly 
in great ymin, Rol rushed out of the room groaning, “I am 
133 1“ Michelland did not at once run to his assistance. As 

e afterwards explained, it was all so sudden, he was bewildered. 
Presently, however, he ran in next door to the house of another 
farmer, where he found Rol endeavouring to make himself sick. 
He then looked frightfully ill, and was much convulsed,. 

One of those present said that the old man, pointing to him, 
cried, “ There he is! There is the hog that poisoned me!” But 
this Michelland indignantly denied, and said that Rol wished him 
bec and find the curate, but that then he fell to the ground, still 
and straight, like a wooden plank—dead ! 

A short time afterwards when the doctor, who had been sent for, 
arrived, Michelland was found sitting by the side of the corpse 
smoking u pipe. 

The neighbours, to a man or woman, fixed upon the handsome 
young ex-soldier an the murderer, and he was put on his trial. 

Rol's wife was Michelland's cousin. Before he joined the army 
they were said to have been very fond of one another. Rol had 
never heard of this ; nobody had told him of it. There are lots of 
things etary don't tell to husbands, 

By his will the old man had left his widow very well off. Love. 
and love of money may both have had something to do with this 
crime, if crime had been committed. But the doctors were called 
in, and once again the doctors differed. 

The first, a local practitioner, said the symptoms, observed by 
witnesses who had n present during Rol's last moments, were 
those of poisoning by strychnine. The stomach was sent to an 
eminent chemist for analysation. He performed experiments on 
some unfortunate frogs without satisfactory results. Strychnine 
was found in Rol’s stomach, but not in the remainder of the soup 
left unswallowed. It seems that the farmer kept a rat poison in 
his house, of which strychnine was 2 component part. It was 
argued that he might havg taken some of this by mistake, At any 
rate there was nothing but suspicion against the young man, and 
- = acquitted, Of his ultimate fate and that of the wife nothing 


— — 


THE HASINGNASUUN, 
Ow wil itt end? 
The plais selleck as a rool iss lownli an seclood. 
The unknone 1 av waive a signal. 
eee av add iss are oiled, E addvarnct with a winnin 
smile, 


— — 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
“ Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returneil, 
should inclose a stamped envelope 81 a enough tocontain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Tuo e natory, ALIEN ; We have not the space to spare. You 
are in the wrong, COMMERCIAL, And would have to pay the fare. 
2 unlikely, J. F. BUTCHER. Thanks for pleasant letter, 

EECH ; You would have tu pasa them all, cre You were ualified 
te tach. Very pleased to hear it, BARNEY : ALLY'S thanks to all 
the crew, Sorry that we cannot, Massa; We hare only rery few. 
Dozens of them daily, ZENDAR ; Much regret we can't j 


just nor, 
They were written, ARTLESS AFGHAN, In the middle of the row, 


— — 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


burwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, te. 8d.; 6 Months, 308. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 


In Kamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 cent ine, or by 
special arrangement at vur 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


— — 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


— 2150 


Will be paid to the neæt. af. lin of any Man, Woman, Boy, ar Girt 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted), who shail ep iad to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER's Hal- 
HoLipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’S HAL. Hol ina is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
— ee 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


Magistrate. Now, from what I can understand, this neighbour 
of yours, whom you are charged with assaulting, keeps pigeons? 
isuner. No, yer honour, that’s jest where the trouble comes 
in; if he kept ‘em I shouldn't mind, but I've 1975 to keep em. It's 
this way, yer honour, he’s got the pigeons and I’ve got the garden. 
I keep em and he eats em. * 


Charles Arthur. This new song of mine will not only bring me 
everlasting fame but it will make = fortune as well. 
Dubious Friend, What is it called? “The Dumb Boy's Lament.” 
Humph! How are you going to make anything out of that? 
Charles Arthur. Why, 1 calculate there are no fewer than 60,000 
mutes in England, without reckoning those in schools, and, of 
course, every one will buy a copy in order to sing it. 
ss 
s 
HE told her he would give the world 
For just one lock of hair; 
The lovely golden tresses curled 
About her brow so fair. 
Poor, foolish man, pray blame him not, 
For how was he to know 
A paltry fiver bought the lot, 


ne little year ago. 
ss 


z= 

Parent. Then I presume that you believe in corporal punish. 

ay for pombe at 
nie, Firmly. 

Parent. But — it cannot brighten their intellects? 

Deminie, I don't know about that; I rather fancy a good 
caning will make the stupidest boy smart, 

* 


s 
iqnant Beauty. May I ask, sir, whether it is true that you 
clas poe the 3 girl in the theatre? 
Lord Dashileigh. My dear Dolly, that just shows how the most 
innocent sayings are distorted. All I said was that you always 
kept pace with every change in the fashions, 


TS oe 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


0 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 620.—The “Sprinter Cycling” Costume. 


AT A HORSE SHOW. 

First Judge. No. 203, Mr. Tom Brown's “Empress”; better 
. 8 

Second Judge. Well, yes; 1 don't see how you can give it to the 


mare very well. 


e. Do you know, I've heard of two ladies already who'vo 
pro this Leap Year. 
8 Ah! Fes, I've heard everything is exceptionally 
forw 


Guc'nor, Spodgers, you are not very clean in your appearance, I 
notice—your nails are very black, 
Clerk, 1 am in mourning, sir, 


(Saturday, March 14, 1890. 


Suith, Here, wait minute, old man, you haven't heard 11. 
cream o joke yet. 

Brown, ie can‘t be worth waiting for, dear bor; such u niill. 
and-watery preamble could never have any cream, I am sure, 

s 


s 
Fair One (cha naval officer). You must be a terribly wie... 
lot, or you wouk “4 require to have a parson all to yourselye. 10 
that small vessel. 0 
Naral Oficer. That's not what we've got him for. We on) 
keep him to pray for our e when we go into action, 
s 
Tne breezes of March were stiff as the starch 
On the cuff of the city-bound belle: 
The breezes of March made her iy, like a larch 
On the breast of an lugleton “ fell.” 
The breezes of March ed her skirts in an arch 
By their frolics so froward and frisky : 
The breezes of March did her throttle so parch, 
That she rushed to the pub for a whisky ! 


s 
ScENE—Railway Station. 
ee 8 What have you punched that big hole in un 
et for : 
Trish Oficial. Shure, that's to enable you to pass through, sir, 
es 


s 

Husband (looking up from r). I see that Annie Stranz 

has 3 A 3 oe cma who is no relation whatever 
Wife. How vers stran 


go. 
Husband, Yes, but it's probable the next event will be a litt! 
stranger, 9 


Tubbe. You'd never suspect old Progley of being a cannibal? 
Stubbs, Good heavens! man, no. 
Tubbs, Fact, though. He's just been visiting some friends zt 
Whitstable, and he assures me he devoured three duzen native; 
ys es 
s 


A YOUNG lady Tootsie knows is so modest that she alway: 
alludes to her m friend as the acquaintance of her cli» 
protector. „ 


Dun. I've just called round to ask you to settle this litt) 
account, sir. 

D' Oufiess (coolly). H'm well come round next Saturday au! 
I'll let you know when to call again. 


s 
Tuvs, gravely, to the goddess Truth. 
8 5 „ fear, forsooth, a 
You've lost the muighty sway you bore 
O'er yonder world in days of yore!” 


5 said Trut᷑-and pointed 


wn 

To Carteret Street in London town— 

“ Still of creation, be it known, 

A right good (Labou)skare I own!” 
ss 


s 
Worn-out Author. Look here, wy son, I’ve got a headache, an! 
I cannot stand that noise. 
The Kid, All right, dada, What noise ‘ould oo like? 


— — 


HE DION'T TAKE EM. 


oo very nice, roomy, commodivis 
rd. . useful, ib hoor 7 ! n 
ndlady. cupboard, hey? That ain't no cupboari- 


A.D. 1900. 


TRULY, the soldieress looked 8 in her panoply of war 
Brave and wo- manly she apf in her smart red tunic vn 
white facings, her well-cut bloomers lined with a gold stripe. unt 
her silken belt and bejewelled bayonet scabbard. Her little rit’. 
elegant and effective, was silver-plated; her cap was cock! 
coquettishly over her curls. In very sooth, a perfect daughter“ 
Mars—a noble warrioress. Could England ever be in danger wil! 
such * soldieresses to guard her homes? 

As she strode martially along the village street the women at tl 
street corners turned to look at her, and women loafers fr. 
the village tap wiped their beery mouths and almost caught ul“ 
infection of war. Timid men, engaged at their household dut. 
left off making puddings or wiping little Emily's nose, aud dr.“ 
the blinds aside for a better peep at the swaggering, splen' 
figure that passed before them. Even old Liza Clutterback, 10. 
husband-beater, left off 3 her husband about and newts 
made up her mind to take the shilling and go for a soldieress. 

As one looked upon that splendid figure of a woman, that ulla. 
striding heroine, one could imagine her in the din of battle strikir: 
out right and killing the enemy, upholding the honour“ 
England, and ing herself like a veritable Mrs. Shaw, the l.“ 
guardswoman, \ 

So thought poor, weak, timid, ailing Mr. Mennydrops . 
washed ake at the doorstep with a piece of hearthstone aud t., 
houseflannel. Py 

“ Ah!” he sighed, “any man would be proud to make bei! 
cook the vittles for a woman like that!” And he yearned ns!“ 
thought of his own mate spending her wages at the Giho=t u 


Gluepot. 
riveted the attention of 1!" 


But what was it that sudden! 
soldieress? She stood stock still, and her martial face sect!" 
blanch and pale. Absolutely she quivered. Was it a sudden az 

The next moment she ran across the street to the open dd, 
Mr. Mennydrops. That demure househusband had risen ut l. 
approach, and was actually blushing. But it was no time + 
gallantry, so Mennydrops need not have been nervous. . 

“Oh!” cried the soldiercss, as she shrank behind Mr. Meu" 
2 and held him tightly in front of her. “Oh! save ne! =" 
me! There's a cow coming down the street 1” 


Saturday, March 14, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE PALACE THEATRE. 


— 


My friend Charles Morton does things well and finds it answer. 
We waa a splendid entertainment the other night, and bright 
— —— new tableaux, includ- 
ing the Punch Tableau 

by Sir John Tenniel, 
which was loudly 
cheered. The great 
Gus Elen, the hilar- 
fous Alice Atherton, 
the “Altogether’ 
(whatever that may 
menn!) Mimi St. Cyr, 
and gvodness knows 
how many other at- 
tractions. 

Miss Alice Atherton 
certainly can laugh. 
She runs Jolly John 
very close,and 1 
should awfully like to 
see the two pitted 
against one another. 
Gus Elen is a_com- 
edian of great ability, 
and shows that 
Chevalier, clever as he 
is, has not exhausted 
the coster drama. 
You should hear 
Elen's new songs 
(new to me, anyhow) 
of “'Er’s only four- 
foot-two” (the 

hen: 


t a ° 
ked husband), and 
dge ever heard. : 
Mr. Charles Ra: 


The finest flow of 
Miss Mimi St. Cyr 


5 terpsichorean entertain- 
the Palace Theatre, 
o programme at 
ives general satisfaction and 
licits loud and universal 
»plause, is the recitation by 
I James Fernandes of Mr. 
eo. R. Sims’ most dramatic 
„m, “The Level Crossing.” 
ow many hundreds of thou- 
nds have been sold, and 
ow many hundreds of thou- 
ands of times has it been 
cited? But you don't come 
‘ross such a reciter as 
james Fernandez every day. 
My. boys, if you want to 
stonish them in your home 
nd the homes of your 
iends, go and see and lear 
her, just now, at the 


ow it ought to be done. 
heatre, there is plenty 
/ 175 5 and the 7 
which it is composed are 
Il excellent of their kind. 
appy shareholders to have 
ich a manager! Things 
il not always look so 


Dy. 
am told that once upon 
time there was 91 
eal of drinking in Music- 
alls, and that it was on 
his they, to a great extent, 
pended. But the seats then 
ere very — and the per- 
rmance nothiug like as attractive, so often onough the place was 


nly half. filled. 

Of course, the tableaux are proving a big attraction, and bold 
oung men, I am told, go with opera-glasses of extra horse- 
wer. The pictures are all really beautiful, and one or two are 
ery, very “artistic.” The young gentleman who illustrates my 


icle has selected one of the latter for his sketch above. 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS, 
No. 8. 


WILKINS SAPOLIO SLO ER. 
Born, 1130. BRaINED, 1182. 
(After the painting by Mike Angcloof), 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND GEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials srom all parts of the World. 


SLOPER’S pws 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY Accu Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 


LIVER COMPLAINT. INDIGESTION, Ero. 


8 Cross Road, Hawley, near Dartford, 
February 21st, 1896, 
DEAR SIRS,— Will you se send me another 
dor of Bloper's Pilla? J hare had several, and I 
Jind that I cannot do without them. I suffer with 


Liver Complaint rery badly, 
2 dd aig: THOS, DAVIS, 


Yours respeotf 
IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
9id. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E. C., 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 
TO 


REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to kuow of a 

safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- LADIES 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 

OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF. 


* 
GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, LADIES 
No case hopeless, failure is 1 eee 
as 3 Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes: 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 

misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is 1 
as one bottle at 48. Gd. (by post, 48. 9d.) is us · 
ually sufficient for anv case. 

1 will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 

Write privately to— 

M A. 8, ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LON DO 


7 . W. 


888888888 8888888888888 


AN HONZEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The most effectual onecarth. NMething can resist them. 
A., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
bu. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, w. 
Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
a stamped addressed envelope. 


A GRUESOME CORRESPONDENCE. 

The First —From Trooper Troppratchet, The Gaol, Pretoria, ta 
Mr. Samson Drilbuckle, Sen., The Sprouts, Lower Chelming- 
ton Putney, England, 

PRETORIA, January 30th, 1896. 
Srr,—Although I have never, to the best of my belief, had the 

3 meeting you I take the liberty of writing, as I was the 
n companion of your late son, Henry. Poor . fell, sir, 

fighting like a hero at the now (1 do not doubt) famous charge of 

Kru say, ray and his last words to me were to see that he 

was buried mtly and write to you for the amount paid to the 

undertaker. The job was done, sir, by the well-known Kimber! 
undertaking firm of Stiffuns and Plantem, and their bill, which 
received this morning, comes to £12 10s. But, oh, sir! if you'd 
seen poor Harry die! He'd bowled over eight Boers single. handed, 
and was just starting on the ninth when a cruel bullet hit him just 

behind the earhole. But if ever I return to England, sir, I'm 

going to produce a thrilling sketch at the halls entitled Jameson 

Tried ! and depend upon it, poor —_- name will be on the bill— 

not the 8 bill, of course, for which please forward the 

“brass.” Zo no more just now from 1 respectfully 

279 TROOPER TROPPRATCHET. 


The Second.—From Sa moon Drilbuckle, Sen., to Trooper 
Troppratchet. 

PUTNEY, February 9th, 1896. 
Sm, -A sorrowing father encloses you draft for £12 10s. and 
thanks you very heartily for attending to the obsequies of his 
unfortunate son. Poor Henry was not altogether a success in 
London ; he had bad habits of intemperance, was idle, protligate, 
and inclined for bad. He wound up by embezzling his employer's 
money and committing forgery to do it. Still his loss is very sad. 
more accept a father's grateful thanks and the aforesaid draft. 

S. DRiLBUCKLE. 


The Third.—From Trooper Henry Drilbuckle to Samson Dril- 
. 


THE SETTING SUN TAVERN, PADDINGTON. 

SunDAY, February rd, 1896. 
My Dran FATHER,—We all (Jameson's lot) got back from 
South Africa to-night, jolly tired and jolly hungry, you bet! I've 
discovered that a wicked bounder named Troppratchet has done 
you out of twelve quid odd on a lie about my being dead. Dead ! 
oly Moses, I'm alive and kicking. and I' sorry to aay “ broke.” 
1 trust you will be able to let me have, any twenty pounds, till the 
authorities pension us off or send us back, or something of the 
sort. With love to mother, Florrie, Sue, Ernest, and Fred.— Your 

affectionate son, Harry. 


The Fourth—From the Chartered Company to Mr. Driibuckle, 
E.C., February 25th, 1896. 
Sm, In reply to yours of this date, there was no person of tho 
name of Troppratchet ever in the employ of this company, though 
we may mention that it was the favourite nom de theatre of your 
son Henry for amateur theatrical purposes. Your son returned 
with the other prisoners last Sunday.—Yours, etc. 


The Fifth—From Mr. Drilbuckle, Sen., to his son Henry. 
PuTNEY, February 27th, 
DEAR Hrxnv,—It may be one of my eccentricities, but I do 
object to correspond with a corpse. I sent the money to bury your 
body out to Pretoria, and I think the least you can do is to lie 
quietly in your grave. Remember me kindly to Mr. Troppratchet. 
—Yours, still alive, FATHER, 


* 


RAVEN SRO E. 


— 


CHAPTER XI. 


THE statement made to the Lady Edwina by the perzon who held 
her wrist, that despite her maniy costume she was a woman, did 
not allay the alarm she had previously felt when first the nervous 
clutch was laid upon her arm. In the remoter districts the new 
woman of the period „ 8 ere 
had not yet penetrated. { fe, RPR 
and if she was nddicted N Senne el 
to donning any part of : SS 
the raiment sacred to 
the males, the fashion 
papers patronized by 
the Lady Edwina had 
not yet mentioned it, 
not even among the 
advertisements in the 
rear pages, which now- 
a-days might without 
wonder provoke a 
purity crusade in n 
Jounty Council in 
search of a sensation. 

“A woman?” echoed 
the Lady Edwina, at 
length. 

Axe, and a wronged 
one, as I have already 
said,” said the woman. 

“But I have done 
thee no wrong!” said 
the Lady Edwina. 

“You have 
between me and the 
man 1 should have 
married!” hissed the 
woman, Ile loves you 
—you love him ; to-mor- 
row youare to wed him.” 

„Jou would marry the Lord Godolphin ?—it is impossible!“ 

“ Improbable—only impronepie! for I admit he is ugly ; yet 
despite that, you too love him!“ 

“Tove him! —never! 1 hate him! 
avert my doom.” 

“Hat! you hate him! Why, then, do you agree to marry him?" 

„Mx father compels me,” said the Lady Edwina, sorrowfully. 

“ Alas, poor patrician, it is ever thus, How the nobly born are 
to be pitied ; they have no choice but to love to order.” 

Are you, then, not nobly born?” said Edwina, 

“Nobly born?” said the woman, scornfully ; “my father. thank 
the gods, was a base born peasant, and there was never need to 
coerce oue of our family. But if you hate Godolphin, why do you 
agree to marry him?” 

“There is no other course—I would be dragged to the altar,” 
said Edwina. 

“True, so you would,” said the woman; “ but why not fly?” 

“Whither could I fly? I know no one to whom I — 1 appeal 
ſor protection.“ 

“Fly with me. 1 will protect you, and in stealing you away 
from the clutches of Godolphin 1 will at the same time sate my 
vengeance on the base lord who has scorned my love.” 

“Whither could we go?” asked the Lady Edwina. 

“To the cities. The big cities in other parts of the land—there 
we could get work, You could—but no you couldn't; it is not yet 
respectable for the aristocracy to go on the stage. But I could 
work for you. I could join the ballet I am only forty-five—or a 
ladies’ football team! I will aid and support you till you meet 
with some one with whom you might wed." 

Alas ! I shall never do that. The only man I ever loved has 
left me for ever,” sobbed the Lady Edwina. 

“ Dead ?” said the woman, sympathetically, 

„No; disappeared—gone into trade or something.” 

“Hat Was he noble?” 

“ He was till then.” 

“Tell me his name. Did he belong to these parts?" 

“ He was the Master of Ravensrue.” 

“The Master of Ravensrue? The devil took him,” said the woman. 

“Nay, the devil had nothing to do with his departure.” 

His castle went poof one signe and he went with it. Hewas 
accursed of the hermit of Knowsdaile !“ said the woman. 

“Nay, it was not so. The castle was ruined by an experiment, I 
believe, but Ravensrue was not in it,” said the Lady Edwina, 

“ How know ye that?” 

“T had a letter from him after the destruction of the castle. Ile 
told me he was leaving for London to make a fortune, but I wut 
not how.” 

„Would you like to join him?” 

“1 would almost die with joy to do so.” 

“ Will you come with me?” 

„will.“ 

“Then, as sure as my maiden name is Mary Ann Stubbs, we 
shall find him!” said the ex-housckeeper of Lord Godolphin, us 
she solemnly raised her clenched fist towards the darkening sky. 

(To be continued neat week.) 


— — 


LUMPS OF DELIGHT. 
No. 2. 
„ For OBvious REASONS ALL NAMFS ARE WITIIHELD, 


come 


“ The ouly man I ever loved.“ 


I would do anything tc 


Miss J. H., aged 19, golden hair, and as plump as a partridge, at 

resent in the ballet at one of the large West-End Variety Theatres, 
1 ready to correspond with a nice, genteel. upright young man. 
Address—Miss J. H., 3 Tootletum Terrace. St. John's Wood. No 
pickings for ALLY this time, either. 


84 


Minister 3 Why were ye not at the Kirk 


ye see, Mrs. Macillfun started ta tell 

Mrs. Mackin whit a fine preacher ye were, au the 

ane jist slippit’in, au’ then we hidna time ta get 
8 


Minister (kindly). Try an no be absent next 
Sabbath, Sandy. Good sabe se cer i 


„ Mise Sloper will be delighted to receive 
photographs from those of her friends whose 
portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 434.—Miss ADA WESTERN. 
Nr did such loveliness capture my heart!” 
. Lhe Dook Snook, 
„My ine, my soul, my neart's desire!” 
—Lord Bob 


“ How gladly do I wear Love's golden shackles ! 8 
—The Hon, Billy. 


(Saturday, March 14, 1895 
PERSONAL—VERY? 


The latest freak on ALLY's part is to imagine himself “Old King Cole,” 
and, like that jolly old Monarch, he “calls for his pipe and he calls for his 
— all day long. Thank goodness, up to now he's forgotten the three 
1 ra. 


Mare. Ah, my shon, things is bud very bud. 
. Never mind, father, you've got plenty to look for- 
wi to. 


A VOICE FROM THE AUDIENCE. 


Fleecer, My dear boy, I'd stake my honour on this little coup coming off. 
The Jay (who'd had some), H'm, you're not betting very high lately, 


are you? 


(3) “This scene depicts his pleasures, 


(2) “Our first view represents Hyde Park 
0 perhaps, are not of too innocent 
kind, 


by night. Here observe the pine of 
the etch coster and his blushing be- 
trot . 


(I),“ Ladies and gentlemen, with your kind 
permission I will give you this evening some 
dissolving views, ill ing the life 
habits of the Loudon coster. 


(6) The show concluded in quite a different 


4) “This view, ladies and utlemen. (5) Hi! jest look yere, governor! strike 
ie us, "alent e ‘oful Pe ig debasing me bally well pink! Wot d'yer mean by 
ing us pore blokes? ‘Ere, jest 


ae —coster’s Saturda: black; 
as ee : r 


way to what had been anticipated but the 
audience came in for as gory a set-to n. 
any at the “ National Sporting.” 


THE ELDER STARTLED. 


qd) The Elder's sleep has 


been disturbed lately by a voice from the wall making 
terrible accusations, 


(2) And McParritch said, There's some varmint looping aboot the dear Elder's, and they few 
French nails seems to hev’ dun him good.“ 


Saturday, March 14, 1896.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Nerv. Hockey 


— — 
OWENS COL" 


The · Nen · Ni cb e . r 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


The Prince's visit prevel s boon; But all were sad he left Sas-soon:—The peeler found,to hia up with outdoor skating this season, that’s a cert. But don't repine, ye votaries of the outside 
surprise, It was a burglar in diaquise :—The microbe, ‘gainst the great advance Of science, has but edge, there are real iee rinks, you know, where ye may disport upon the frozen surface to the 
little chance :— Upon the 127 h, Niagara Hall Will sce a fancy costume ball :—A heavy one, but who's heart's content. A right merry evening is promised at Niagara on the 12th, and prizes many and 
tu say We may not need the ships some day?—The Pads and Taffe we show above, The Irish won by handsome are to be awarded for the best costumes. May you succeed in winning one of them if you 
fire to luce :—Professor Marshall dreads the day The fair giv’ student gets her rag. — It's all go there, is the wish sincere of your old and trusty friend——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


N M At cu MAUDIE’S MASH. 
FRERS 


5 Look ‘ere, guv'nor, if 1 don't raise my screw, 
t you'll ‘ave to come outside and settle it—aud wiv- 
¢ out gloves, too.” 


“They have given me the of the dying ban- 
dit at the Parole ha T heard that you had 
taken to lying on the boards lately, old man.“ 


rapturousy gazing towards 
ul lat that ‘ablime — 
wd Seafarer (avsently looking towards saloon Ella. What's his name? 


Yes, a nicely-laid breakfast-table takes a lot 4 . 
“f beati 0 Maudie. Macintosh. Front and back views of a party who dressed in 
E TOM To meeonered pour epee: Ella, 1 thought he was rather a wet blanket. a hurry—and on his wedding day, above all things. 


dour), 


Ute, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
— 


WHAT a pity it is that Mra. Langtry almost invariably elects to 
uke her periodical re-appearances upon the stage in such very 
inditferent plays. Gossip, the 
American wo! recently pro- 
duced at the Comedy, is no 
exception ; and apart from the 
interest which centres 
t 
— 
there is little else to attract. 
Despite the robbery of her jewels 
the Jersey Lily gives ocular 
demonstration that she has a few 
to go on with; and in a series 
of elaborate toilettes, which must 
nrouse the envy of 1 woman 
in the audience, does all she can 
with a curious, but little interest- 
ing, part. The authors’ other 
victims include such capable 


artistes as Mr. Leonard 1 
Mr. Herbert Standing td 
smé Beringer. They have our 


Eleanor Calhoun, a 
warmest sympathy, 
A. SLOPER has just been elected 
a full-blown member of the 
A. 0. G. Club, which meets at the 
Vine Hotel, Brunswick Road 
2 ¥.0.G. means Friend 
of George's— or, n 
George Ulyett, the famous Yorkshire cricketer, and worthy host 0 


the Vine. A. SLOPER will take an early trip to Sheffield, just to 
put his fellow members up to a thing or two. 


s 
* no 8 to the 1 that 3 == r . 
repted an engagement to a at the inc usic- 
halls and sing his favourite ditt 5 2 .. ard to give your Rand 
where your heart will ever be,” . 


THE sixtet cycle is the latest Yankee inven and half-a-dozen 
4merican athletes are in training to race against the State express, 
80 soon as a ial track has boon prepared. The Yanks state 
the machine will do a mile in thirty-five seconds. „ dear | 
and this from the country that boasts of a George Washington ! 


s 

“ CONSCRIPTION, and are we coming to it?“ Well, the time may 
be yet some long time distant, but signs and portents arc not 
wanting to show 
that there is a 
growing feeling in 
favour of the 
scheme adopted so 
successfully by 34 

rance, Germany, 
and other Conti- 
nental Powers. 
Certain writers 
have been ham- 
mering away at the 
theme for years, 
and now we fin 


raph 
ing a short military 
training para- 
tory to sending out 
young men to fight 
the le of life. 
“It’s bound to 
come” is the pro- 
3 of those in 
nvour of conscrip- 
tion, and though 
there is, of course, 
much to be said 
on both sides, A. 
SLOPER is inclined to think Briton's sons would be the better for it. 
ses 


THE Bohee Minstrels, including the far-famed Brothers of that 
ilk, are now engaged at the Imperial Theatre in the Westminster 
Aquarium, *,° 


THE Royal Institute of Painters in Water Colours has again 
thrown open the doors of its Piccadilly galleries, It is a large and 
meritorious exhibition. 1 


A CONTEMPORARY informs its readers that Mr. Aubrey Beardsley 
was until three or four years ago a clerk in a bank, and that he has 
poe ae — eee whatever. To 32 bolas are 
umiliar w e we of the “impressionist artist the intellig- 

surprise whatever, 


ence will cause absolutely no 
ss 


s 
A STAUNCH and numerous cliéntele has the Royal, but quite 
apart from the regular haditués there be many who promptly 
wend their way to the snug 
little hall in Holborn whenever 
cay —— feel eee of a 
roug enjoyable enter- 
tainment in return for their 
. At the present time 
Mr. Burgess has got 
er a really slap-up com- 
including Queenie Law- 


— Alice Atherton— who 


been selected d 
the subject of 
decided acquisitio 

leasing voice and clever danc- 
ng should win her a foremost 
place among “ serios.” 


a — 
„5% | a 


wit Friend’ of Man and 
‘oman (young preferred 

this day 8 2 to confer 

the “Award of Merit upon 

Miss CARRIE ANDERSON, be. 

cause she completel “Carries” 

you away. “Right again, fey- 

rbed wal wot F's eee 

ingly, but wo o wonder at is that with your 

hays fr to and vanes youn ont the f. ker e 

* charm! „ feyther, 

Carrio before. : : can i Aes likea a — sing like a 

nion so entirely coincided with that of 

h that he couldn't find it in his heart 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 


THe Daxcind Lessoxs AT PINKTITE VILLA, BATTERSEA, 
8. W., UNDER THE ABLE DIRECTION OF SIGNOR SLOPERINI, 
HAVE BECOME A POSIVIVE RAGE. DAMSELS FROM ALL 
PARTS MINGLE TOGETHER WITH THE ONE IDEA—THAT OP 
ACQUIRING THE LATEST CAN-CAN OR WHAT-NOT. 


U 


No. 3.—Miss Tilly Tryon doing The Masher's Shake.” At first 
Tilly declared she should never be able to perfect it, but the Signor 
wouldn't give in, and she is now one of his most promising pupils. 


— — 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDIXG MAKCH 218T, 189. 


16th March, 1847.—Hervio Nano, the “Gnome King,” 
died this day. , 
16th March, 
a very poor fight occurred this day in Hyde 
Treadway ad Goan, in which thar went at it hammer and 
for twenty-seven minutes, when Bill was declared winner. 


1 March, 1814.— Lord Byron writes under this date: 
“T have been sparring with Jackson for exercise this morning. 1 
mean to continue and renew my acquaintance with my muscles. 
My chest and arms and wind are in vay good plight, and I am not 
in flesh. I used to be a hard hitter, my arms are very long for 
my height—5 feet 84 inches.“ 


18th March, 1856.—Morris Barnett, actor and author, died 
this day, aged 56. = 


19th March, 1819.—Tom Moore, in his diary of this date, 
1 an evening spent at the ic Rooms at Bat h, 
gays: stared 


1708.—What was in those times thought to be 
it Park, between si 
38 


n 

uring the ball was at on all sides without mercy. 

In such a place as Bath any little Zion makes a stir.” Sir Walter 

Scott says of Moore: “ A little, — man—less, I think, than 

Monk Lewis, and something like him in person. His countenance 

is ome but the expression is very animated, especially in speaking 
or singing. 

20th March, 1658.—Says Evelyn this day: “Went to a 

coach-race in Hide Park, and collation'd in Spring Garden.” 


Qist March. 1829.—A duel was this day fought between 
Wellington and Winchelsea, 


SERVE HIM RIGHT TOO. 

“THat hat of yours must be deuced sleepy,” remarked the 
irrepressible Waggs to a friend, whose tile had seen better days. 
“sg! * was the unsuspecting response, “Why?” “Well, 
because it’s such a confounded long time since it hnd a nap,” ex- 
plained W., and his pala tined him glasses round on the spot. 


— ͤ—-— 


A COOL RECEPTION. 


“A frost, my dear—not a hand—audience as still as death ; 
in fact, you might have heard a cough drop.” 


(Saturday, March 14, 1696 
SCADDS’ BEST GIRL. 


d laughy, 


ee. 


out, 
The joke of the whole thing is that, 
she'd returned Scadds’ nts—a few pai 
African. 
brac and ts 


SLOPERIAN STRAIGHT.TIPS. 

Now, boys, bustle up, — i here. 

There's plenty of sunshine for everybody; it'll go right roun! 
and leave some to spare, but the trouble is that a lot of you keep 
your windows so 5 your blinds pulled down, and you 
gas burning all day. That's not the way to enjoy life. 

Don't worry your lives out over one missed opportunity. Dont 
stop to think what might have been—unless you feel like reflectiu 
= you might have been hanged by mistake, as fellows hace bett 

‘ore now 
Resolutions are all right, but forming resolutions won't do every. 
thing; you will want some tact with them. There was enougl 
Sieetion ont of the evamity, botnet cusegn fedguent iin 
organ country, bu t to k 
„ 9 
yourse! er and do something for your Sunday’ 
dinner, The chap who is always waiting for 7 to pod 
ntly" is the chap who erally wants to know if you cu 
end him a couple of bob on the pawnticket of his watch-chain ti! 
vita de sey cen his is a cold, hard 
s all very well to say t a co) world, but have 
come across anything, so far, that can beat it? * 1 


THE FAMILY FAILING. 


“Yes, dear, I think I've fetched em a bit up at the hall. 
Why, even the 5 wink the other eye when I'm 
a-dusting o’ em! - Axtraot from Housemaid’s Letter. 


— — 


FROM HYDE PARK. 

It was Sunday morning, between the times when the bells stop 

ringing and the pubs haven't o and the exhorters of the Bron 

k were turning Hyde * into Babylon. Hard by th 
blackened, leatiess stump yclept the “reformer's tree,” a ty picl 
Lrother Stiggins held forth upon the curse of drink. 

“Aha, my friends!” he cried in agonised tones, “I was once! 
sink for the publican’s vile stuff : I once knew what it was to b. 
under the thumb of the drink demon! Yes, I have known wh: 
S 

rough each v. wan cra or col ave 
ee But 3 cine 18 bh?” i cae bruti 

ut you t got two eh?” in a bru 
bystander ; and so generally did it accord with the feeling of th 
— 3 8 8 er Btiggina 9 5 eee order till the clocks 

ruck one, ond w our er temperance nor au 
other lectures are ee to! 5 


1 wre NEWEST OPIATE. a 
peel oe dy weep ped or aloe dfroaeadihegegrly if 


1. 
How good and kind the 
doc 


tors are, 
To watch Oer all our 
movements; 

To warn us what on 
health will jar— 
And when we've fallen 
under par — 

To recommend im- 
provements, 


II. 
Our latest need, it now 
would seem, 8 
If we es sleep con- 


ten 
(Devoid of each disturb- 


sc 
Just recently invented. 


‘Tis not a soporific drug, 
He bids you to be choosing ; 

"Tis not an “ opiated rug, 

To curl beneath in manner snug, 
When you have need for snoozing. 


IV. 
You place your bed (that is the hend) 
Where weather-cocks point plainly ; 
Then slumber deep and sweet, tis aid, 
Will every night on you be shed, 
Although you've worked it vane "-ly ! 


„ March 14, 1896.] 
A BRIGHT IDEA. 


don't know what'll hap 1 can't get anything to do.“ Um! 
tet yourself out as 8 aoa ground, then.“ 


— f— 


A LEGAL INCIDENT. 
WELL, sir, and what did the plaintiff say to that?” 
he fierce cross- examining counsel his hands behind him 
der 1 hos] be 8 with the triumphant air 
0 a wn poser. 
But ere the —— individual in the box could res d, 
med, 


ies of a — 1 or 
e pint of sherry he’ 

‘with his lunch had 
own him “On 
t grounds do you 
se your o „ 
; Vindersto ?” he 
ed, blandly; “the 
estion seems to me 


terrupted. 
. he said 


But, your lordship, 

as only—“ commenced the witness again, when he was once 
e rd, sir, 3 red the indignant t 
* Nol er word, &i 5 unde now occupan 
~ bench 1 4 our obvious 5 to N the 3 7 — 
abeyance, isgraceful. you open your again un e 
gzuments have been concluded, I shall mah pon 8 
he horrible threat had its effect. The wretched victim shut up 
e an oyster; and counsel forthwith opened his arguments in 
pport of the objection. They were deep and numerous. He 
rged at great length upon the injustice of allowing the question. 
quoted precedents, he produced authorities, he waxed 
lignant, ami even quarrelsome, and fi 


: argued away with occasional 
ſterruptions for another fifteen minutes. 

hen his lordship looked wise. He said in a case of this sort, 
hen the answer might be a matter of vital 1 it was 
rential that the greatest care should be taken. ving listened 
deen that Mr, Winderpiek had not aupporeed Mic objection, 
nclusion that Mr. Winde 8 obj 

1 Mr. Chepwood might therefore A = 
‘asting a look of nanimous triumph at his 1 the 
C. promptly availed himself of the ission, and once more 
peated no . “Now, sir, what did the laintiff say to that?” 
And amid the dead silence that reigned in the court the witness 
ponded, “ Not a single word.” 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued. ) 


. 10.—EYE-GLass, GOLD NUGGET, AND BOTTLE OF PICKLES, 
CoNTRIBUTED BY BARNEY BARNATO. 


81 ly resembled the Eminent in features, but in purity, which 
. LOPER thought exceeding flattering, though true. Later on a 
cle eee from Barnato’s Bank, ibrought a partly - consumed 
1 of pickles, with a request that it should be added to the 
„on. It having come to the ears of A. SLOPER that certain 
15 icksliders had put it about that the nugget was only a 
0 ER potato, covered with Dutch-metal, he hereby informs 
u that he intends consulting Sir George Lewis without delay. 
(Zo be continued.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-8Ox, 


— 


5 ‘ oo * eh, 1898. 
D ‘ALLY,—I observe, with feelings of deli 
interest, that you are about to give us the portrales of 1 
trious ancestors, whose cheyuered history excited such widespread 
interest and excitement at the time of their publication. We all 
felt then that the only thing wanting to complete our happiness 
was the likences of those famous forefathers of yours who Played 
such important parts in the making of our country's history. Now 
that you have at last managed to obtain of the whole 
collection, rest assured that thousands of eyes will watch the 
“ Hae-Houipay ” weekly with absorbing interest, including the 

orbs appertaining to the person of Your devoted admirer, 
HEKALDO, 


TRIVIAL TOUCHES. 
wae No. 8.—TOUCHING WRONGRESSEs. 
pologies to the Poet Laureate. See his - Jameson’ commencing 
c 5 Wrong? Wess e e 
{.—Wire's Worps. 
Wronc? Is it wrong? Well, maybe 
It is wrong, in the night's vast 
That my hus should march the baby, 
While sweetly I snore and sleep, 
Wrong? Is it wrong? Nay, surely ! 
For, in sooth, I should study the brave 
Traditions of wives but poorly, 
If my husband were not my slave! 


II.—HusBaxpD's Worps. 

Wrong? Is it wrang? Well, de 

It's w to juade my Gert 
That the bo my weekly pay be 

But twenty, while reall thirey. 
Wrong? Is it wrong? leven not! 

For, when women 
As masters do servants, must not 


III.—CHAwBacon’s Worps. 
Wrong! Is it wrong? Well, maybe 
As a fool you will write me down, 


Since IJ, a poor coun’ 
Go about with the sharps in town 
Wrong! Is it wrong? You bet not! 


Out of London my feet 1'll set 
Till the fleecers I've fleeced full well ! 
IV.—CanTAaTRIce'’s Wonns. 
Wrong? Is it . Well, maybe! 
we - Viscount — and 8 
a thousand pounds ust 
Cause I him to als coaxed.’ 


not 
Those beneficent laws for “ Breach"? 


wrong) Team Wetee 
8 it wron 
e 
le his brows all enwreat! wit! 

To be aped by a doggerel bard. lod) 
Wrong? Isit wrong! Perhaps so! 

But you surely won't cut up rough 
With inferior rhyme-writing chaps, so 

Long as Laureates write such stuff 


— — 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL”). 
CHAPPTUR FOAR. 


ISE that I relaited in mi larst how I wos forsubli serlooted on 
the stares bi a yung Dong Jewan, who i mentleli put down has 
wun of the borders, and the momunt i maid ini npeerince in the 
dynin rume i sor that mi instink had not plaid me forlse. Thair 
e wos unskruin a botel of Orlslop as karm and kerlected as tho a 
minit singe o ‘ad not brort the blush of madun modisti to mi 
cheak by his inick witus usorit. 

Tho everywun was orlreddy seeted wen i caim in with the plaits, 
mi entri wos the signle for a sean of intence icksitement amung 
the kumpany gathered round the festif bord, and i felt miself the 
sinoshure of orl i's. 

How i parsed thru the ordeal of that furst nite's waitin’ i shel 
never no. The stait of flustrashun to wich i wos ultymaitle 
rejooced wor orlmost moar than i kood hese, on mi ony wunder 
is that I did not maik more mistaiks than i did, konsiderin the 
kondishun of treppydashun i wos laberin under. 

As it wos mi litul list of kashulties red as follers : 


ged. 
gd of Mulligitormy upsett on Mister Jenkins’ inick- 
spressybuls. 

Burnin mi thum and tu ſingers with hot dish. 

(SEI, E. MIFFINS.) 

No suner wos the misserable meel at an end than i fled to the 
kichen, ware i wos orlreddy kongratchylatin miself on the wai i 
ad emu from the trin ordeel wen mi komplassuncy recen ved a 
eeavear shok bi the entrunce of Mrs. Grubbem. Instid of prase 
wich i wos natchrully ickspectin arfter the sattysfacktry maner in 
wich i ad purrfo: mi uneyk jewties, she startid abucin 
me sumthink crool. I wil not suly theese paiges bi repeetin the 
langwidge yused wich wos most fowl cummin from femail lips has 
ort to have nown beter, but mi orty spirrit rose in indygnashun at 
sich treetment, and i inkquired sarkastic if she korld erself a lady! 

You should ‘ave seen the furius stait she flu intu at mi simpul 
question. Wot!" she ses, you're a-turnin impertynint now, are 
you? Very well, Mary, you leeves mi ouse the very minnit your 
munth's up; not ernother hinstant do you stai.” 

„And trooly thankfull i shall be for a happy releese,” i arnsers, 
fealin that 1 mite just as wel giv ‘er a bit p now that i ‘ad got 
mi kongee, as the French sai, “If this is dermestick cervisa,” i 
sez, “ giv me the workus or n prisun sel, and i dairsai,” i sez, “as 
pores rechid borders wish tha kood eskape has esy from yure 

uches.“ 


Adolfus went in 2 rapchurs wen the ole kat ‘nd left us aloan to 
wosh up. He sed that it wos the first time the misses add bean 
torked tu propper, and e never ad sich a treet since the oupinkorf. 
He brood tu kups of korfee from the remanes of wot wos left over 
from the parler, and under the jeenyul influence of the arromattic 
bevrridge we ickschainged moochal konfydenses til a lait hower. 

Orlreddy i felt that in Adolfus i ad mett mi fait. 

(Tv be continued nezt week.) 


— — 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Don’t treat Captain Coe's poetical tipster too lightly. His 
rhymes are full of“ Seer ”-ious matter for consideration. 

AN Englishman's Birth-write: The record of his nativity in the 
archives uf Somerset House. N 

Q.: Mention, in one word, a novelist and what you ought to do 
with his work. — A.: Reade. 5 

THE present P. R. A. is a “shining light” in two proſess ions —a 
grent artist and a great sir- john! 5 

Tunr Mem.—“ Starting Price“: The first bid at Sotheby's. 

FINANCIAL Mem.—“ Closiug Prices: £1020 for * Chaucer.” 


nme 


87 


AND HE GOT IT. 


Urchin (with strong commercial instincts). Can't neglect in 
business for less than tuppence, miss, . of 


— — 


A WORSHIPPER OF THE BEAUTIFUL. 


— 


“ DEPEND —— it,” said the man with the black patch over his 
eye, “inner feelings area mistake. Sentiment and artistic yearnings 
are the curse of average humanity and the bane of domestic peace, 
Happy the lump of commonplace clay who stolidly follows the 
pons „or phlegmatically lays the regulation brick in its necessar: 
of mortar. His horizon may be limited, but the offing of his 
sensibility remains placid and unruftied, when the more retined 
nature lies crushed and battered benenth the tremendous wrath of 
the hurricane. Just a wee drop more Unsweetened, miss! Thank 
wo My rel gentlemen,” he tinued, meditatingly toying with 
y ruin 5 contin me ingly ing wit 
the stem of hi — “has been simply owing toa 7 0 sense of, 
or, perhaps, I should say, a keen appreciation of the beautiful. It 
has positively d me through with the persistency of a 
policeman upon the track of an unmuszzied cur. I unhesitatingly 
say that without that sense | should to-day be an wnalicctodiy 
happy man. But, alas! it will remain with me until my final hour, 
“For instance, I use this 
house simply on account of 
that — 5 chin. No! not the 
one that served me, the one 
yonder with the dark hair, 
spooning that puppy in the 
corner. There is a peculiar 
roundness and delicacy of 
contour about her chin that is 
actually overwhelming. 

“It has cust me many a 
sleepless night, and many an 
unnecessary half-quartern has 
that same chin, but so far as 
chins go it is perfection. 

“1 married my wife for her 
ear. Had it been possible to 
obtain the ear alone, I would 
have sacrificed nine-tentha of 
my worldly for its 
possession ; but that being, of 
course, impossible, I sacriticed 
myself to its proprietor. 
Twenty and three years have 
I been married, gentlemen, 
and were you to ask me to describe my wife's personal appearance 
1 should positively be unable to do so. 

believe her to be tall and coarse, and the possessor of a some- 
what loud and harsh voice—but I am not sure. But what 1 do 
know is, she has the most delightful ear of any woman in the 
habitable globe, Its outline is the poetry of form, its shell-like 
fragility and pinkness is the perfection of colouring, and its 
harmonious entirety—in short, gentlemen, it is not an ear, it isa 
dream. In common justice I should add that no human woman 
could poy live up to such an ear! 

“A short time back—I trust I am not boring you, gentlemen ? 
my wife engaged a new domestic. 1 do not state this ax a novelty, 
for, as a matter of fact. it is a monthly occurrence, but the gir 
herself was to me a revelation. Nature must have well-nigh 
exhausted herself in the echeme of colouring necessary to produce 
such hair; while Rubens himself would have confessed his 
inability to do justice to the vy oie slope of her shoulders. Though 
to my wife's eye she . ut a tousled carroty-headed slut,’ 

yet across my delighted vision she floated the incarnation of ruddy 

armony. Absolutely, I could not sufficiently glut my sight! I 
used to steal in and sit for hours on the kitchen table—when my wife 
was out of the way—drinking in the superb feast of colour, as the 
Tae Som the soulless grate tinged the vivid locks with a riper 
crimson 


mson. 
“But why dwell upon this? Suftice to say the girl complained 


parte: tH ayer CG 
A 


to her mistress, she ‘Could get no forrarder with maister :i-liung in 
and dodgin’ about,’ and my wife, in a fit of unwomanly and 
inartistic rage, turned me out of doors and filed her petition. The 
girl's sweetheart ‘waited on mo’ in the street, and has, I fear, 
rmanently injured the sight of this cye—and all simply because 
Possess a strong sense of the beautiful! Thank you. It's just on 
closing time, but I think I will venture just exe more.” 


= ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 
No. 10.—-Cousix EVELINA. 


No. 420.— ll 188 .O. S. We commissioned that rising AGED 7.—Evelina may be AGED RATHER MORE THAN THE CLERKLET'S SATUR. 

“Few * 1 doe of a young artist, Miss Evelinas comruendedfortaking a proper 7.— This is the gentle child ina DAY NIGHT. 
theatre or music-hall is fairl 7 iliar but will Jiancé, to supply us with certain pride in herself from an early most trying. not to say painful, “What ! anether Tommy Dodd 
recognise the portrait of the 21 5 4 little lad be portraits of this charming age, Here we have the wee tot situation. hy nature domesti- for bittahs Why, that makes the 

8 Pca the ver 3 of her birth, young lady. We print them taking the air with her first cated she took to washing early fifth! aay dian ee ery 15 12 
Maric ve evidence that pr scaabd vocal bility under protest. The feeling that parasol and in Auntie Geeser's in life, and one day fell into the in’ the 3 ht, eh?” ety 
par 0 L order, and alth Lge infantile sone pervades them at first some- Sunday bonnet, unbeknown to tub, and Billiam and Alexandry goin pace 8 
. sated bg hor bee cal what puzzled us, until we auntie, for which indiscretion conceived the happy idea of 
the next-door neighbours, as must have expected ascertained that all is over (the only one of her life) she hanging her on the clothes-line — 

1 8 between them (forthe present) subsequently received smacks, to dry. Boys will be boys. 


this early lung exercise probably did much to 
mature our heroine's vocal chords, At the tender 
age of two, Marie was deep in the mysteries of the 
light fantastic, and, it is whispered, so shocked a 
wealthy maiden aunt by performing a daring varia- 
tion of the can-can, that the old lady promptly cut 
the child out of her will. However true this may be, 
Mies easy el 17 — eon 1— Les! neritic hel for 
managers lor the priv paying her huge 
salaries ; and in the cause of charity Marie is ever 
well to the front. Chiefly because she's u clever 
nctress and generous to the r., she was created 
F. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 
to her February 15th, 1896. — Debrett Improved, 


for ever ! 


AGED 10.—At the tender age AGED 12.—It was while per- F 


f ten she was received at Mil-. forming her arduous duties that 
dew Court ana lady helpand that regard which subsequently us that the lovers are again 


8 b nursery governess to Jubilee, ripened into love, sprang u united. Once more her tender 
8 8 and in hog time was promot baweu Alesandey oa the fair heart will 33 with joyous 
GIRL'S BOB'S HAD TEA WITH. to be custodian of the Twins, Evelina. Soon it became an ohen  ®40ration for one whom we fear 
She was in the Empire ballet, and his lordship with power to retain the two secret that they were engaged. is unworthy of the wealth of = ‘ 
used to drop in for the cheering cup every after- former important s—allof Cruel Alexandry, to tritle with 1 sa 5 a D 
= 8 5 3 So tes wines = 5 which she filled with discretion à sweet, trusting girl's young 8 be 7 = ted at Cox : . — 
wards, tasted pas beyond her yeurs, affections ! perhaps. “Golly, e ain't muzzled neither!" 


gave him any where, 


READY TO OBLIGE. 


Mi pot i 
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= 


PUZZLE. 


Find SLOPER. = i 7 


“Wot did 'e giv’ yer?” „ Arf a pint.” “Well, url it, then.” 


' 
areal 
— 


2 


Mr. Griper. My good man, Irrer give away money. 


than „ „ H'm! call him ‘Long 8 8 5 Tramp. 1 don't want yer to give nuthin—ere’s a lovely ‘am 
G the other “ Have you any broken biscuits?" “No, but 1 could break them for you.” bone ten tuppence, yer sok as if yer wanted a feed. 
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“ Well, wot's ’e like?” “Six feet ich, and one leg 


